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Were brafle impregnable : and huriiord thus. 

Comes at thclaft,and with a little pin, 

Boares through his Caille walls>and farewell King, 

Couer your hcades,and mocke not flefti and bloud» 

With folemne reference throw away refped. 

Tradition, forme, and ceremonious dutie. 

For you haue but miftooke me al this while, 

3 liue with bread like you.feele want, 

Tafte gricfe,neede friendcs,fubicftcd thus. 

How can you fay to me I am a King? 

Car la 1. My Lord.wifemcn ncre fit and waile their woes 
But jprcfcntly prcuenc the wayes to waile. 

To rcare the foe.finccfeare oppreflcth ftrcngth, 

Giucs in your weakcnelte fttength vntoyour foe. 

And fo your follies fight againft your fdfe: 

Feare and bee fiaine.no vvorfe can come to fight. 

And fight and dyc.is death deftroying death, 

Where fearing dying, paics death (entile breath. 

Awn. My father hath a power, inquire of him, 
Andlearnc to make a body ofahmme. 

King Thouchidft me Wd^fbtrdc Bullihgbrook,! come' 
T o change blowes with thee for our day of doome: 

This agew fitte offe are is ouerblownc. 

An cane tarke it is to winne our owne. 

Say Scroope.whcre lies our Vncklc with his power? 
SpeakeOrcctely mdn.altliough thy lobkes be lower, 

Scroope. Men iudge by the complexion oftheskic 
The (fate and inclination ofthc day. 

So may you by my dul and heauie eye: 

My tongue hath but a heauier tale to fay, 

1 play the torturer by final 1 and final 1, 

To lengthen out the word that muft be fpoken: 

Your Vnde Yorke is ioynd with Bullmgbrooke, 

And all your Northerne Cafiles yeelded vp. 

And all your Southernc Gentlemen inarmej- 
Vponhis partie. 

King. Thou haft (aid inought 
Bc/hrcw thee coolin which didft leade me footth 
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Go to Flitftf Ca'ftle.there lie pine away, 

A King Woes (hue (hal kingly Wo obeys 
That power I haue,difchargc,and let them goe 
Toearc the land that hath fomchope to grow. 

For I haue none.letno manfpeakje againe 
To alter this, for counfef iibtit Vaint. 

Atm. MyLcige, one word. 

King He does me double wrong, j 

That wounds me with the flatteries of his tong, 

Difcharge my followers, let them hence away, 

From Richards night, to Bitflittgbrookcs faire day. 

Enter BtiU.Torke, North. 

Ettl. So that by this intelligence we iearne 
The Welchmen aredifperft,and Salisbury 
Is gone to mcetc the King, who lately landed 
With fome few priuatc friends vpon this coafl. 

North. The newes is very faire and good my Lord, 
Richard not far from hence hath hid his head. 

r^e lt would befeemft the Lord Northumberland, 

To fay King Richard;alackc thfc 
When fiich a facred King fliouldhideA 
North. Your Gr&cc miftakcs»onely tb bt 
Left I his titlc out. 

Torke The time hath bin.would y ou haue bin fo bricfiT 
He would haue beene fo briefe to lbortcn you, (with him, 
For taking (b the head,your whole headcs length. 

EhR. Mifiake tfot( Vncklc)further then you (hould. 
Torke Take not (good Coofin) further then you (hould, 
Leaft you miftake the heauens are ouer our heads, 

Bull know it Vncle, and oppofe not my felfe 
Againfi thei r wit.But,who comes here? , Enter Terete. 
c come Harry :what, wil not this Caftlc yceld? 
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Of that fwectc way I wi* into difpairc, 

What fay you now? what comfort haue we noWc? 
By heauen lie hate him euerlaftingly. 

That bids me be of comfort any more: 




